March 25 – 1913
Tuesday Evening

Dear Mama,
Papa has written pretty well of the storm, but the awfulness of it can only be realized by witnesses and those
immediately concerned. On Sunday night I was too busy and excited and last night I could not see (had my eyes
examined by Lemere).
Ethel Gossard, who had been in Lincoln for the weekend was in Omaha for an hour and called up the house and I
went down to the depot and had a little visit with her. Her train left at 5:30 and I left the depot at the same time taking a
Harney car of course and at about 6:00 got off at 33rd and Lincoln Boulevard. People speak of what a sultry day and how
hot it had been – but I can’t say that it seemed to me that way. All day it had threatened rain and the streets were wet
when I got off the car and it was raining so I put my umbrella up, when I got to the middle of the block. I heard a distant
roaring – such a noise as I can hardly describe, like a large lumber wagon coming toward one on a cobble stone street
and drawn by runaway horses. The noise kept getting louder and louder and coming right at me – it was very
bewildering. Then as I came opposite that large tree at the side of the path (the one cemented up at the roots) the
heavy blackness in the southwest assumed a funnel shape. But still I would not think cyclone as cyclones only come
after very very hot oppressive days and the rain after. I (thought) a bad bad wind storm and I had a good view of it as I
never had before. As I cut across the curve and started to cross 34th the wind carried me across in front of the parking
and bushes in front of Toff Hansen’s place. Instinctively rather than from reason, and partly because I knew I could not
keep my legs I put my umbrella down and lay flat, face downward just two or three feet east of the gutter. With my
hand I held my face and my feelings were similar to those of a child who turns from an impending blow with helpless
terror waits for what will come.
The next moment or two all I can remember is the terrible roar and one distinct recollection that I was hit by
something on the leg. I was hit on the head and back too but don’t remember of it. One might think I could hear the
crash of timber and falling houses all around, but the terrible roar of the storm drowned everything else. In just a minute
or hardly more, the noise had ceased and I looked up and picked myself up. All the houses in sight were total wrecks,
and if I had turned to see the park and Cuming street, the scene would have been the same. The park is just a field of
ugly torn posts, and it will be years before it will be as it was. The tree (cemented at the bottom) was snapped in two,
and another tree has the appearance of being cut clean as with an ax, another tree was split length wise thru the trunk
thus (picture here). My one thought was to get home, and while I was dazed yet I could realize the great disaster and
destruction and wondered whether our own home would be standing. Those houses on the hill were not hurt at all
compared to those in the hollow on 33rd and 34th. Seabrook’s house and Berndeis are mere shells. Morton’s was turned
over on its side. Kock’s George’s Pickard’s Shields and Swanson’s and Sawyers were mere kindling wood. Clarks house
was unroofed the porch gone and torn up generally. Kock’s have found a home on 38th and Seward somewhere.
Morton’s are staying with Kennedys and the Clarks I don’t know about.
The worst district is in the vicinity of 24th and Lake where the path of the storm was 5 or 6 blocks wide and the
people more destitute & homeless. I’ve even understood that some have refused shelter to unfortunates (probably to
negroes).
I can hardly believe that Mabel McBride is gone. I saw her Friday night at John Drew and she wanted me to help
her trim the church for Easter. I had to say no, because I knew I should be busy. The church was beautiful tho. Mrs. Ellis
helped her decorate, and I waited to see Mabel particularly to ask her about it – and six hours from the time I spoke to
her she was dead. Her head was crushed so badly she could not be shown. Corrie Lee I take it, was too weak to help
herself and her father stayed behind to help her. A Dorothy Norris aged 4 was killed at 3507 Burt. She was a cousin I
think. Mrs. Norris is slightly hurt or suffering from shock and the funeral is not decided on.
Miss Anna Pickard is doing nicely but still very sick. Miss Redfield sent me home today – and thinks some
arrangement can be made whereby I can remain home and not lose my salary. A good nurse is in attendance and Miss
Hattie Pickard is here also but I’m needed here and Miss Redfield realizes it, and says the school board will do the right
thing by me. I have my new $13.00 “specs”, but still have to pay for my suit being cleaned $3.00 and another new
bonnet $10.00 and another perhaps 5.00 umbrella $1.00 short white gloves $2.00 combs for hair $1.00 and in all
probability a new lining for my coat. It was water soaked and the color from my blue chiffon waist ran into it.
If I can be at home this week, I hope to get Mrs B an extra day probably Thursday (which was Mrs. Seabrooks
day). Mrs. Scott did not show up last week and I’m not going to run after an undependable woman. Mrs. B is a jewel.
She was so tickled to get that postcard from you – you must send her another.

More about the cyclone cloud. All pictures show the cyclone cloud in the spiral funnel shape thus (picture
here).That is the way it looks to one viewing it from a safe distance, but I didn’t see it that way. I was looking into the
mouth of the funnel and could feel the force of the wind but could not tell that it whirled round and round. The color of
the cloud and the sticks and black cloth whirling around appeared something like a big black cloud of smoke with leaves
and scorched paper flying around – but of course there was no smoke smell.
All the rest in the house are in bed, and I guess I’ll go too and write more later. Lloyd clipped out all the
interesting pictures from the paper and sent them to Helen. He’ll have to get some more papers to send you. There are
some good views of the Park district.
Lovingly,
Beulah

